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For more than 150 years, Town & Country has stood for quality and refinement. So who better to
offer sound guidance on leading a civilized life in a world of eroding social graces? Here, 50 of
the keenest and wittiest observers of our changing culture put forward their incisive—and
thoroughly modern—views on sidestepping today’s most prevalent, perilous social landmines.
From such topics as cell phone and E-mail etiquette to guilt-free apologies, these 64 timely
essays offer astuteness without stuffiness. Relish the humor and insights of such writers as
Jonathan Alter, Anthony Bourdain, Jay McInerney, Sue Miller, Peggy Noonan, Cokie Roberts,
Jane Smiley, Wendy Wasserstein, and many others. The 10 new contributions include: “Polite or
Passé,” by William Zinsser; “To Make a Long Story Short,” by Patricia Marx; and “Thanks for the
Compliments,” by Jeanne Wolf.   

From Publishers WeeklyCivility is "under assault," says Town & Country editor-in-chief Pamela
Fiori, and in a collection of the magazine's columns, Town & Country Social Graces: Words of
Wisdom on Civility in a Changing Society, she and 46 other writers share their views on
manners. Cokie Roberts and Steven V. Roberts tell how consideration for each other, such as
using a tiny book light so as not to keep the other one awake, has kept their marriage strong.
Anne Bernays speaks about grandparent-grandchild relations, and Wendy Wasserstein explains
her point of view on proper theatergoing behavior. This compact book, edited by Jim Brosseau,
lacks only author biographies.Copyright 2002 Cahners Business Information, Inc.
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MarxCHAPTER VIII They Also ServeGive Me the Civil Life by Anne Taylor FlemingA View from
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John MarianiOne Hundred and One Donations by Stephen HendersonCHAPTER IX What
Grace DoesSomething in the Way She Moves by Owen EdwardsWhen Daddy Was King by
Frank LangellaInvisible Grace by Owen EdwardsThanks for the Compliments by Jeanne
WolfYour Attention, Please! by Frank McCourtINTRODUCTIONIN 1995, TOWN & COUNTRY
LAUNCHED WHAT HAS become one of its most popular monthly features. Called “Social
Graces,” it focuses on the present state of modern behavior— disintegrating manners, the
eroding rules of etiquette and the necessity for civility in a fast-moving, go-your-own-way world.
The writers we approached were as frustrated we were, and so ensued a series of always
eloquent, sometimes cranky, delightfully unstuffy essays on such subjects as the disappearance
of the gentleman, the importance of saying “please” and “thank you” and the proliferation of cell-
phone abusers (we called them “cellular phonies”).The first “Social Graces” article, entitled
“Privacy . . . or What’s Left of It,” was written by novelist Jay McInerney. Other distinguished
contributors followed, including Sue Miller, Wendy Wasserstein, David Brooks, Peggy Noonan
and the actor Frank Langella (his was a father’s lament called “When Daddy Was King”). By
2002, we had enough essays to publish Town & Country’s first Social Graces anthology. It was a
success, to the tune of multiple printings.“Social Graces” has continued as a series in the
magazine, is as popular as ever, and possibly more needed. It even led to a sequel anthology
called Modern Manners in 2005. No matter how many subjects related to modern-day behavior
we have covered, there always seem to be more begging to be examined or revisited. Happily,
there are also plenty of writers eager to explore them— hence, this expanded version of the
original Social Graces collection. We have added close to a dozen more articles, covering such
predicaments as accepting a compliment, raising unruly boys to become good men and finding
cues to hidden meanings.Life in the twenty-first century has become ever more complex and
moves at a faster pace than we ever thought possible. Having social graces is not just nice, it is
necessary. Communicating clearly, convivially and with sensitivity is critically important on
several levels: It paves the way to better personal relationships, it ensures better business
dealings and, who knows, it may even lead to peace on earth.PAMELA FIORIEDITORTOWN &
COUNTRYIMODERN TIMESIn the brazen new world, the ease ofcommunication and the speed
of travel can leave behindsomething called the human element.Privacy...or What’s Left of It by
Jay McInerney A few years ago some letters disappeared from my desk. Being absent-minded
and an atrocious slob, I was able to imagine that I had misplaced the folder somehow, until I
happened to be grimacing my way through an advance copy of a fairly unreadable book and



found some readable and strangely familiar sentences scattered about the page. The writer of
the book was an acquaintance of mine, and there was no question that only the person in
possession of my correspondence could have come up with the six or seven sentences that I
eventually recognized. Hardly the most dramatic case of robbery or plagiarism in recent history,
but I admit I was appalled at the so-called author. Appalled at the theft of my physical property
and of my words. These were private letters. Not necessarily intimate or racy, but private. But
maybe I’m just exercising an outmoded sense of ethical delicacy here.Does anyone out there
remember the distinction between public and private? Once upon a time, these were two
separate, polar spheres of life. These words were actually antonyms. (Check the dictionary if you
don’t believe me.) Private was what happened in your bedroom, your closet or in your head, and
it generally stayed there. Public was what you did, often in costume, if you thought anyone was
watching. Everybody had private lives; only statesmen and royalty and movie stars had actual
public lives. As recently as the 1970s, even these luminaries enjoyed some privacy, at least until
they died; their drug taking, womanizing and sundry violations of the sodomy laws went largely
unremarked unless they happened to crash the Mercedes into a tree as a result. Once the police
got involved, things tended to become public. That was one of the rules, when there still were
rules.Of course, the border between public and private was always somewhat porous,
compromised by the seepage of gossip. Gossip has always been with us. It’s what makes us
different from the invertebrates. But for the first million years or so of human evolution, gossip
was an insider’s game, a local affair. You had to be a member of court to know what the king was
doing with his page.Since roughly the moment that Gary Hart was caught stepping out of a town
house with comely domestic-policy adviser Donna Rice, gossip has become the booming
growth sector of journalistic enterprise. And the distinction between public and private has
gradually—well, no, precipitously—disappeared. It took thousands of years to even develop the
concept of privacy—the bedroom door, the billet-doux, that discreet hotel in Manhattan’s East
fifties where you paid in cash—and less than a generation to destroy it. Like mineral reserves
that were once inaccessible to primitive technologies, the previously private amorous and
pharmaceutical practices of celebrities, dead and living, have produced a bonanza for the fourth
estate, even as the concept of celebrity has expanded to include approximately every third or
fourth person.The erosion of VIP privacy has been partly self-inflicted. Celebs in need of a
career boost have learned to tell the story of their former drug, alcohol and/or sex addiction in
exchange for a magazine cover shot. For those rare stars and pols who stubbornly cling to their
privacy, there is usually a helpful chauffeur or maid willing to enlighten the rest of us about his or
her employer’s kinky foibles. The butler did it . . . or Charles’s valet . . . or Diana’s riding
instructor.Those lucky few Americans who are still neither rich nor famous—and without servants
—far from rejoicing in their privacy, seem to be rushing to television studios to reveal the details
of their private lives to the republic. This is not what Socrates meant when he said the
unexamined life is not worth living. Like virginity in the ’60s, privacy has become something to be
gotten rid of—as soon as possible.For those rare stars and pols who stubbornly cling to their



privacy, there is usually a helpful chauffeur or maid willing to enlighten the rest of us about his or
her employer’s kinky foibles.Blame Truman Capote,Donald Trump, Robin Leach or People
magazine for contributing to this social breakdown, this mass attack of voyeurism/exhibitionism.
But we’re all a little guilty; don’t say you never watched the O. J. Simpson trials. So herewith I
offer a few practical tips for living in the era of glass houses:• When hiring domestic help, agree
on your story in advance. It’s ridiculously optimistic to think your personal assistant won’t
eventually try to sell the details of your life to a tabloid-TV show. So you should collaborate on
what you would like revealed about yourself, and don’t let the truth stand in your way. For
instance, my assistant has promised to say that I was Michelle Pfeiffer’s love slave.• Burn your
correspondence, shred your faxes, erase your E-mail.• Since privacy has become such an
undesirable commodity and exposure so valued, it occurs to me that crime would be
considerably reduced if we deny publicity to all felony suspects and convicted criminals. No
pictures except mug shots. And definitely no jailhouse interviews conducted by Diane
Sawyer.Which suggestion leads me back to my own recent brush with crime. How to deal with
the creature who trafficked in my stolen correspondence? My first thought was to remove his (or
her) fingernails with pliers. But that was hardly practical, no matter how desirable. My second
thought was recourse to the law. My lawyers assured me I was on firm ground pursuing the case.
They also mentioned, when pressed, what it might cost. Then there was the big negative factor:
publicity. Did I really want to present the plagiarist with an opportunity to spread his own name
and the name of his book all over the gossip columns? Wasn’t it possible, even likely, that this
was the very reason he had provoked me, in the hope of generating some cheap publicity?If all
this sounds far-fetched, I can only say that you don’t know the phototropic individual in question.
And you haven’t paid close attention to the first part of this essay. In a world in which publicity
and exposure—whether as a plagiarist or a pedophile—are seen as good fortune, perhaps the
worst punishment we can devise is silence and anonymity.On Accountability by Ron Powers
More than a decade ago, I moved with my wife and two sons from metropolitan New York City to
Middlebury, Vermont. We’d nervously debated the opportunity for months. Did we dare sacrifice
our city livelihoods for the uncertain rewards of teaching, writing and living in a small town filled
with people we didn’t know?Our decision was sealed by an episode of, well, questionable
manners one spring night behind Lincoln Center. In our haste to be on time for a chamber
concert, we’d let down our guard and settled into a rare open parking spot on the street instead
of crawling through the parking-garage labyrinth. While we were inside, someone—obviously
eager to review the collection of audio cassettes on my dashboard—had elected not to wait until
the conclusion of “Three Pieces in the Shape of a Pear” to ask my permission. Later, before we
had picked out the last shard of glass from the floorboard nap, my wife, Honoree, and I had
given our regards to Broadway— and to the whole complex urban-etiquette system of car-alarm
sirens, extended middle fingers, snarling Akitas, Kryptonite locks, restraining orders, karate
kicks and small-arms fire.Today we find it hard to recall exactly what kind of behavior we
expected to encounter in Vermont: more of the same, perhaps, but with better scenery and



different accents. Okay, I’m pretty sure we didn’t expect the same level of street crime. But as for
callous behavior toward strangers (loud noise, littering, surliness in traffic and in stores and
restaurants), the seedbed from which street crime darkly blossoms, we were likely on our urban
guard. After all, we were not emigrating from the United States of America.At a minimum, we
braced for a long, chilly probation before admission into the Yankee town’s insular society. What
if we were shut out? What if American edginess just produced a different strain of menace here?
What if we were exiting a scary novel by Don DeLillo only to enter one by Stephen King?We
could have saved ourselves the angst. Whatever we expected, what we got was a heady, almost
mind-altering rush of civility. I still recall the near-illicit thrill that ran through us the first time we
experimented with leaving our car doors unlocked downtown. Nothing happened! Yo! So we
tried it again. And again. Out of our minds with uncut gemütlichkeit, we tried it with Honoree’s
purse lying on the front seat. It was still there when we got back. The earth moved!Soon my New
York–born wife—a gentle woman but nobody’s fool when it comes to taking precautions—was
exulting in this newfound absence of dread: telling the plumber to just go on in when he got
there, the house was unlocked; even leaving signed blank checks on the kitchen table for the
yardman.But it was more than an absence of dread. It was an active presence of . . . something.
We quickly relaxed into the pleasures of making our way through the town in the course of an
ordinary day: wisecracking with Jack or Sean behind the counter at the post office. Lingering for
a second cup of coffee and The Times at Blaney Blodgett’s turn-of-the-century soda fountain,
called Calvi’s. Heading into Lazurus’s dry-goods store to buy new shoes for the boys—and
discovering that Helen had their sizes filed away in her memory from an earlier visit.Our sons
thrived on this presence. Ages six and four when we moved and now surging into young
adulthood, they were profoundly children of the town. Kevin, the younger, relished waltzing into
Steve’s Park Diner on a Saturday morning and telling Barb, “I’ll have the usual”—a bagel and
cream cheese. Dean set records in the Middlebury pool and in the state with his medley-relay
swimming teammates. Both are seasoned guitarists and community-theater actors. And both
feel a fierce, almost curmudgeonly protectiveness for the permanence of this place. Walking
past Amigo’s Cantina with me one Saturday morning, aghast at a bright new coat of paint, Dean
groused: “Before long we won’t even be able to recognize this town!” His father’s son.One more
important thing to know about accountability in a small town: It cuts both ways.So what is this
“presence” that confers such civility—and such richness of daily life—in a small town like
Middlebury? It’s nothing magical; no rite of initiation that makes people here any better than
people anywhere else. Nor would I deny, if pressed, that burglaries do happen here, along with
all the other failures of the human spirit—although with less frequency, intensity and,
significantly, tolerance by the community at large.The presence, I think, is accountability. It’s not
so much that people in small towns lack the inclination to misbehave; it’s that we know how likely
it is that we’ll be held to account: not by the police, perhaps, but by people we know; people we
face every day and will go on facing in the most personal and interconnected ways.Cut me off in
traffic and you’re likely to be seated next to me tonight at the chamber of commerce banquet.



Snarl at the waitress at Mr. Up’s and she’ll turn out to be your dentist’s daughter. Go for those
audio cassettes on the dashboard and, sure enough, someone will venture, “Land o’ Goshen,
Ethan! Isn’t that the Powerses’ car you’re a-rummagin’ in?” And so we work out modes of
behavior to forestall these kinds of reckonings. We put our foot on the brake. Take time to kid
around. Say please and thank you and isn’t it a lovely day. Leave the damn tapes alone.One
more important thing to know about accountability in a small town: It cuts both ways. You don’t
just benefit from it as a newcomer. You’re expected to provide your share. You give of yourself to
the town. You serve on school boards, coach or umpire during the kids’ baseball season and
haul props for the Community Players. And the deeper your involvement goes, the more all those
faces on the street distinguish themselves as you make your way through town. The easier it is
to pass a pleasantry, aim a wisecrack. And the harder it is to imagine violating any of these
faces, even with a rude gesture or remark. Those faces are part of you; part of your history. It’s
incredibly sophisticated, in its way. Trust me on that. I learned a few things about sophistication
during my years in the city. Now, as a small-town guy, I’m learning a lot more.Play Fair by
Heywood Hale Broun Some years ago at a stop on the golf tour, Raymond Floyd deposited a
drive in one of those tight little forests that exist to penalize the errant. After hitting his way out to
a more advantageous lie, Floyd announced that while in the secrecy of the thicket, he had
accidentally touched his golf ball, making him subject to a two-stroke penalty. Strokes can mean
thousands of dollars, but Floyd waved off any praise for honesty, saying that if the world lived by
the rules of the U.S. Golf Association, it might be a better place.More than a half-century ago,
when I became a sportswriter for a New York newspaper, I looked from the press box at a sea of
men’s fedoras. (It was leavened with the occasional headgear of a female who chose not to wait
for the sexist, economically useful “ladies’ day.”) Much has changed in sports since then, and
much of it for the better: Too many of the games of my youth excluded countless Americans
because of race or ethnicity. But a distressing change has been the erosion of civility among
both players and spectators. We’ve traveled far from the hatted crowd—which rooted for the
home team but applauded good play by both sides—to that of today’s angry thousands,
thousands who a few years ago in Philadelphia cheered a life-threatening injury to football star
Michael Irvin.In the years when I was a sports correspondent for CBS, I tried as much as
authority allowed to chronicle the games played for the sheer joy of the playing—things like golf
tournaments on frozen lakes (red golf balls and sleds carrying coffee and grog). I wasn’t trying to
be cute in these bypath trips; I was trying to celebrate the true meaning of sports.Small children,
finding the adult world both large and unfair, take refuge in the certainty of games in which, by
consent, they make up and abide by a set of regulations. Watch a group of youngsters
improvising something with a stick and a ball, and see what happens when a player makes an
unwelcome move.“You can’t do that! It’s against the rules!” will come piping cries.It was in this
spirit, which nowadays seems more than a bit naive, that Grantland Rice wrote, “When the One
Great Scorer comes to write against your name, he marks not that you won or lost—but how you
played the game.”Small children, finding the adult world both large and unfair, take refuge in the



certainty of games in which, by consent, they make up and abide by a set of regulations.Years
later I tried to tell Brooklyn Dodger manager Leo Durocher about a rookie pitcher’s terrific B-
squad performance. “Never mind how good he was,” barked Leo, “just tell me if he won.” He was
only a little ahead of the modern maxim “Winning isn’t everything, it’s the only thing.” This
obviously means that if you can get away with breaking the rules, you do. At that point, of course,
sport ceases to be a well-structured sanctuary from The Great Game of Life.Ironically, the man
most associated with the idea that winning is the only thing, Vince Lombardi, was as devoted to
rules as any group of children in a made-up game. He wanted his Green Bay Packers to play
fiercely but fairly. I remember an occasion when, on the way to a game, his team suffered a light
blackout while dressing. My camera crew provided battery lamps to permit orderly preparation.
Later, at a championship game in Florida, Lombardi banned the press from workouts but was
confronted by, among others, my producer, our camera crew and me. He came to a halt and
snarled: “Oh, it’s you guys. I owe you. You’ve got ten minutes.” The voice was harsh, but it spoke
the words of civil obligation.One of the factors that contribute to today’s desperation of
competition—with its concomitant incivility—is the notion put forth by many coaches that
winners have better character than losers. Paradoxically, this often changes a genial pair of
players into a couple of thugs slanging each other in the fight for character. The cry of “Good
shot!” lies buried in the vicar’s garden where tennis, once the most genteel of sports, had its
beginnings. Of course, all such gentlemanly cries may stick in the throat when the shot has cost
the loser a very large sum of money. The business of sporting rewards—which makes
millionaires of the mediocre—has added a greed factor to gridirons and golf courses. Fun and
games have become fun, high stakes and games. Deplorable behavior comes in the door when
dollars fly out the window.For some years, groups of Wall Street whiz kids would take a keg of
beer and a bunch of rugby shirts to Staten Island. If Bank X had only thirteen players, Brokerage
House Y would lend them a couple. The main idea was to get rid of frustration with a bump-bang
morning. Perhaps such games still take place, but many more of the financial and business
community’s part-time athletes are now in basketball leagues where standings are carefully kept.
It’s believed by these players that successful play can take one out of the mailroom and up to
accounts receivable, a first step to the boardroom. So it’s not surprising that elbow-in-the-mouth
play occurs.Maybe nobody you know has stooped to these levels. Yet there is no denying that
the great decline in player and spectator decorum cuts a pretty wide swath. Have you noticed
that when the fights inevitably break out at a hockey game virtually every fan roars his (or her)
support for a favorite Tyson on ice? So far, golf and tennis crowds mostly refrain from shouting at
critical moments, but umpires and marshals increasingly must shush partisanship on the edge of
disruption. A pity when one thinks that even in the wildest days of the Jazz Age, football crowds
contented themselves with the singing of derisive songs about John Harvard, Eli Yale, et al.Of
course, to old geezers like me, the golden age is always somewhere back down the road. But
while I don’t think we’re on our way to doom, I do, like all would-be sages, have some advice for
anyone interested in preserving the notion of sportsmanship: Focus less on the score and more



on our heroes. As we admired the magic of Michael Jordan, a grace beyond comprehension, let
us admire the muscular ballet of the tennis-playing Williams sisters; the good-guy image of
quarterback Peyton Manning, son of Archie and proof that heroes’ children can also be heroes;
and all the men and women whose accomplishments—win or lose—make us feel that we’ve
seen legends alive.When Samuel Johnson compiled the first great dictionary of the English
language, he also expressed a philosophy. Sport was defined as “Play; Diversion; Game; Frolic
and Tumultuous Merriment.” Something, therefore, outside the cares and chaos of daily life.Not
for nothing was Johnson’s century called the Age of Reason.The Etiquette of E-Mail by Owen
Edwards Etiquette is always at its most tenuous on the untamed edges of frontiers. People may
want to mind their manners, but figuring out those manners can be very tricky. In the Wild West
of cyberspace, no innovation is in need of civilizing more than electronic mail, a.k.a. E-mail.
Taming this frontier matters, because whether we like it or not, E-mail is here to stay.Those
who’ve yet to embrace it might just as well give in, because, though far from perfect, E-mail is
irresistibly useful. It fills a niche between the immediacy of the telephone and the deliberation of
the letter, combining electronic speed and convenience with the permanence of the printed
word. That makes E-mail a medium for clipped business memos and mass-distributed jokes, as
well as more literate repartee. I use the word literate advisedly, considering the acceptance
among young Netter writers of such cyber terms as “convo” for conversation and “brb” for be
right back. Yes, E-mail is a strange hybrid, like the mythical creature Woody Allen once
described as having the head of a lion and the body of a lion, but not the same lion. As such, the
old rules of communicating don’t always apply, and a few new ones—what some have dubbed
“Netiquette”—ought to be considered.A few years ago I carried on an active E-mail
correspondence with a Silicon Valley billionaire, a man in part responsible for the growth of E-
mail itself. He and I were collaborating on a book, but years from now, should anyone read our
missives—if you can call them that—he may wonder if the two of us were using the same
medium. I tend to construct my notes with a salutation, a few sociable lines to ease into the
serious stuff at hand and a personal signoff. In contrast, my collaborator’s responses are simply
my notes sent back to me with his comments inserted. No salutation, no small talk, no sign-off.
Of course, this is business communication, even if the business is literary. Still, much of
Voltaire’s voluminous correspondence had to do with work, too, and remains an elegant link to
the great letter-writing traditions of the Enlightenment.My correspondent, who’s been using E-
mail for many years as an Internet entrepreneur as well as an academic, has obviously outgrown
any romantic attachment to the medium. Conversely, I think of it as instantly delivered letters in
which the politesse of both personal and business correspondence applies—and cling
optimistically to the belief that E-mail will revive the diminished art of letter writing. But my views
and those of my coauthor both have validity, which means that there’s a wide range of
acceptable approaches; his may be terse, but it’s efficient. Efficiency, after all, is the whole point
of E-mail. Still, I hope I will be forgiven for pushing my own epistolary agenda: bringing a little
decorum to what can be a rather fast-and-loose process.E-mail is a strange hybrid, like the



mythical creature Woody Allen once described as having the head of a lion and the body of a
lion, but not the same lion.Sometimes when I read my collaborator’s self-styled replies, it helps
to consider E-mail’s origins. It was developed in 1969 by a Defense Department agency as a
means of connecting various computer networks. Its no-nonsense character sprang from those
pragmatic roots.Today, as E-mail grows and changes by the minute, no attempt to train or
restrain it can meet with complete success. But with just a bit of patience, the “mail” in E-mail can
be a grace note that makes the form elegant as well as electronic. For starters, if, as you type an
E-mail message, you think of yourself with pen in hand and a sheet of fine white paper on the
desk, you might balance convenience with care. There are times, though, when only ink on
paper will do. For wedding invitations, anniversaries and other relatively formal events, E-mail
just doesn’t seem proper. For impromptu dinner parties, however, it’s a boon. Thank-you notes
are still more meaningful in real rather than virtual form, but electronic gratitude is better than no
gratitude at all.Internet providers are making E-mail easier to send all the time. You can, as
frequent users know, pick up entire newspaper articles or congressional transcripts from Web
sites, drop them into an E-mail “envelope” and whisk them to your two-hundred closest “pen”
pals. But on the receiving end, your convenience may be someone else’s headache. Hardly
anyone likes to do a lot of reading on the screen, so cut out the article and stick it in a real
envelope. Or use that quaint old technology, the fax.On principle, I have taken to deleting jokes
unread whenever they’re E-mailed to someone’s entire address book. Before E-mail, no one
ever would have licked fifty envelopes to pass along a page of dubious humor to friends and
acquaintances. But here the ease of E-mail works both ways: If jokes require no effort to send,
they also require no effort to toss out.Among the most blunt features of this blunt medium is
“reply,” which allows you to simply stick an answer onto the original message. With the option of
that instantaneous response, there’s no point expecting people to go the slower route of clicking
onto a new page. Some of us may prefer the waltz, but, as the song goes, rock ’n’ roll is here to
stay.Several years ago, before I succumbed to E-mail’s lure, the writer Stewart Brand, the
visionary behind the Whole Earth Catalog, told me he found E-mail to be one of the most
intimate methods of communicating he’d ever experienced. I doubted him at the time, but after
two years of electronic correspondence I understand what he meant. Today I make consistent
contact with far more relatives and friends than ever before, often in a more thoughtful way than
the telephone allows. I’ve noticed that my determination to think of most E-mail as letters and
notes has meant that I elicit largely literate responses. And I’ve realized that I’m more flexible
with the new medium than with words on paper. It’s been said that first we shape our inventions
but eventually they shape us. That may be true, but as we adapt to the new, we can still observe
good form.E-mail veterans like my Silicon Valley collaborator contend there’s no point in putting
any literary effort, never mind proper spelling, into Internet exchanges. After all, they argue, most
recipients just hit delete and the message vanishes. But that’s like saying it’s pointless to use
good grammar on the phone, since the conversation fades away as it takes place. Words, like
music, reverberate in the mind, and, as Enzo Ferrari proved, elegance and speed are not



incompatible.Rekindling the Holiday Spirit by Sally Quinn I’m dreaming of a white Candlemas.
Snow on the ground, crisp, cold weather, a welcoming fire roaring in the hearth, candles
flickering on every table, tall branches of flowering quince in pretty vases, a big pot of delicious
stew, warm, crusty bread, a bottle of robust red wine, some good friends . . .The Christmas
holidays, with all the hyperactivity and forced frivolity they engender, couldn’t contrast more in
tone with my favorite holiday: Candlemas, February 2. This religious celebration has come to
symbolize the advent of spring amid winter’s lingering darkness. It’s observed by filling the house
with candles and fires, as well as flowers, to proclaim the start of new life and hope. I look
forward to the tranquillity of Candlemas as I toil my way through the frenzy of the Christmas
season.Oh, am I dreaming of a white Candlemas! No questionably appropriate gifts to give or
receive, no wrapping of packages or running out of paper, ribbon or tags. No Christmas cards or
mimeographed family updates. No eating and drinking too much. No chilly exchanges with
husbands over the holidays’ uneven division of labor. No perfect hostesses showing me up and
making me feel guilty. No trying to please everyone: mince pies for Jane, oyster dressing for
Suzy and ambrosia for Harry. No returning gifts and endlessly writing thank-you notes—or
bribing the children to get them to write theirs. I’m exhausted just thinking about it all.It’s a cliché
to say that something has gone haywire with Christmas, that the commercial aspects of the
holiday have overwhelmed its spiritual and social meaning. But things are getting out of hand. It’s
not just that it’s become so tied up in materialism that you feel on some level that you and your
family are simply dupes of clever marketing strategies. It is that the sense of generosity of spirit,
of caring about other people and their feelings, seems to be disappearing as well.Sadly, I’ve
found that the stress of Christmas often brings out the worst in people rather than the best. It’s
almost as if they wait a whole year to misbehave: There’s the uncle who becomes intoxicated at
Christmas dinner and falls into his soup, embarrassing everyone; the “friend” who presents you
with a bathing suit you couldn’t possibly fit into; the spouse who gives you something practical
instead of the pearl earrings you’ve been hinting at all year; the boss who sends you a ham
when he knows perfectly well you’re a vegetarian.There’s the uncle who becomes intoxicated at
Christmas dinner and falls into his soup, embarrassing everyone; the “friend” who presents you
with a bathing suit you couldn’t possibly fit into.Some friends and I got together several years
ago for a Christmas support group. We held it at the cocktail hour, so we were well fortified by
the end. It was great. We got out all of our hostility and dove back into the fray with renewed
gusto after just one session— and a large dose of mutual sympathy and shared advice.As a
longtime chronicler and observer of Washington’s social scene and author of The Party: A Guide
to Adventurous Entertaining, I have a few ideas about the ways we handle certain communal
occasions. It is in the spirit of the season that I offer some suggestions on how we might make
the holidays a bit more civilized.• The biggest and most important piece of advice is to scale
things down. Just because Gogo Gotrocks always throws the perfect party and gives everyone
there a personalized present beautifully wrapped, it doesn’t mean you have to.• If you don’t have
to, don’t give parties at all over the holidays. Wait until, say, Candlemas or Valentine’s Day, when



it’s so dreary and we don’t have quite so many things to do. (Who couldn’t do with one less
commitment in December?)• Make an agreement with your adult siblings and cousins to buy
gifts only for the children. Then if you can’t stand it, pick numbers out of a hat and let each
person buy one present for just one member of the family.• If possible, pick one good store and
try buying everything there. It really saves time, and you can get almost all of your shopping
done in a few hours.• If you think teenagers or struggling young adults with little kids would
rather have cash, give it to them. It’ll be easier on you, and they’ll appreciate it more than
something that might be relegated to a closet shelf.• Make a pact with your closest friends to
forgo presents until another time, when you see something you think they might truly like. That’s
a good way to keep the holiday spirit in the air year-round.• Don’t overdo decorations. Besides
the tree, settle for a simple wreath, some holly, a few well-placed poinsettias and swags of
evergreen. (It’s Christmas, not Mardi Gras.)• Rethink Christmas cards. Most people are in
regular contact by phone or fax or E-mail, so cards are no longer the means of communication
they once were. Besides, many people simply open them and toss them into a basket or throw
them away.• Have Christmas dinner late in the day. That will give you time to open presents,
oversee the meal, get dressed, and still relax and enjoy yourself before collapsing into bed.•
Share holiday dinners with another family, so that you’re not playing host every year. Changing
the dinner-party mix also could bring some new sparkle to a predictable feast: Your Aunt
Gertrude may look pretty swell seated beside their cousin Horace.• Consider doing something
that invokes the true meaning of the season—for example, offer to make sandwiches at a shelter
for the homeless—to remind you that there actually is a point to the holidays.Smugly American
by Andrew Nagorski We were having lunch at Nino’s, very much the kind of restaurant near the
Piazza di Spagna in Rome that I thought the couple visiting from the U.S. would enjoy. As we
tucked into our luscious pasta mista, the wife stiffened, looked angrily around and announced
with alarm, “Someone is smoking a cigar.” Her husband tried assuring her that he didn’t smell
anything, but it was too late: She’d spied the culprit on the other side of the packed
restaurant.“He’s so far away, dear,” her frustrated spouse implored. “Let it be.”“Either he puts out
his cigar or I’m leaving,” she declared, pushing back her chair.He turned to me in abject
desperation. “Andy,” he pleaded, “could you do something?”What I wanted to do was hide under
the table. Instead, I reluctantly made my way over to the smoker. A Roman god must have
intervened, because the cigar lover turned out to be an American. As such, he was unfazed by
my mumbling, apologetic request, and—miracle of miracles—complied immediately. “I’m used to
this in the States,” he said, laughing.But this was Rome, where smoking a cigar in a restaurant is
hardly a capital offense. Don’t get me wrong: I don’t smoke, and I don’t appreciate being
surrounded by people who do. Nonetheless, during my many years of roaming the world as a
foreign correspondent for Newsweek, I have tried, within reasonable limits, to adapt to local
customs. Simple manners dictate the need for a bit of deference to your hosts, and the farther
from home one travels, the more important the basic social graces become. (If a New Yorker can
easily give unwitting offense in rural Mississippi, an American tourist can certainly stir outright



resentment in an Egyptian village.)Deference doesn’t mean abandoning basic beliefs or allowing
anyone to mistreat you; it does mean acknowledging that American concepts of etiquette are far
from universally accepted or even understood. Like certain wines, some homegrown attitudes
just don’t travel well. One of them is political correctness, particularly as it relates to smoking,
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1995, TOWN & COUNTRY LAUNCHED WHAT HAS become one of its most popular monthly
features. Called “Social Graces,” it focuses on the present state of modern behavior—
disintegrating manners, the eroding rules of etiquette and the necessity for civility in a fast-
moving, go-your-own-way world. The writers we approached were as frustrated we were, and so
ensued a series of always eloquent, sometimes cranky, delightfully unstuffy essays on such
subjects as the disappearance of the gentleman, the importance of saying “please” and “thank
you” and the proliferation of cell-phone abusers (we called them “cellular phonies”).The first
“Social Graces” article, entitled “Privacy . . . or What’s Left of It,” was written by novelist Jay
McInerney. Other distinguished contributors followed, including Sue Miller, Wendy Wasserstein,
David Brooks, Peggy Noonan and the actor Frank Langella (his was a father’s lament called
“When Daddy Was King”). By 2002, we had enough essays to publish Town & Country’s first
Social Graces anthology. It was a success, to the tune of multiple printings.“Social Graces” has
continued as a series in the magazine, is as popular as ever, and possibly more needed. It even
led to a sequel anthology called Modern Manners in 2005. No matter how many subjects related
to modern-day behavior we have covered, there always seem to be more begging to be



examined or revisited. Happily, there are also plenty of writers eager to explore them— hence,
this expanded version of the original Social Graces collection. We have added close to a dozen
more articles, covering such predicaments as accepting a compliment, raising unruly boys to
become good men and finding cues to hidden meanings.Life in the twenty-first century has
become ever more complex and moves at a faster pace than we ever thought possible. Having
social graces is not just nice, it is necessary. Communicating clearly, convivially and with
sensitivity is critically important on several levels: It paves the way to better personal
relationships, it ensures better business dealings and, who knows, it may even lead to peace on
earth.PAMELA FIORIEDITORTOWN & COUNTRYINTRODUCTIONIN 1995, TOWN &
COUNTRY LAUNCHED WHAT HAS become one of its most popular monthly features. Called
“Social Graces,” it focuses on the present state of modern behavior— disintegrating manners,
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cues to hidden meanings.Life in the twenty-first century has become ever more complex and
moves at a faster pace than we ever thought possible. Having social graces is not just nice, it is
necessary. Communicating clearly, convivially and with sensitivity is critically important on
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COUNTRYIMODERN TIMESIn the brazen new world, the ease ofcommunication and the speed
of travel can leave behindsomething called the human element.IMODERN TIMESIn the brazen
new world, the ease ofcommunication and the speed of travel can leave behindsomething called
the human element.Privacy...or What’s Left of It by Jay McInerney A few years ago some letters
disappeared from my desk. Being absent-minded and an atrocious slob, I was able to imagine
that I had misplaced the folder somehow, until I happened to be grimacing my way through an
advance copy of a fairly unreadable book and found some readable and strangely familiar



sentences scattered about the page. The writer of the book was an acquaintance of mine, and
there was no question that only the person in possession of my correspondence could have
come up with the six or seven sentences that I eventually recognized. Hardly the most dramatic
case of robbery or plagiarism in recent history, but I admit I was appalled at the so-called author.
Appalled at the theft of my physical property and of my words. These were private letters. Not
necessarily intimate or racy, but private. But maybe I’m just exercising an outmoded sense of
ethical delicacy here.Does anyone out there remember the distinction between public and
private? Once upon a time, these were two separate, polar spheres of life. These words were
actually antonyms. (Check the dictionary if you don’t believe me.) Private was what happened in
your bedroom, your closet or in your head, and it generally stayed there. Public was what you
did, often in costume, if you thought anyone was watching. Everybody had private lives; only
statesmen and royalty and movie stars had actual public lives. As recently as the 1970s, even
these luminaries enjoyed some privacy, at least until they died; their drug taking, womanizing
and sundry violations of the sodomy laws went largely unremarked unless they happened to
crash the Mercedes into a tree as a result. Once the police got involved, things tended to
become public. That was one of the rules, when there still were rules.Of course, the border
between public and private was always somewhat porous, compromised by the seepage of
gossip. Gossip has always been with us. It’s what makes us different from the invertebrates. But
for the first million years or so of human evolution, gossip was an insider’s game, a local affair.
You had to be a member of court to know what the king was doing with his page.Since roughly
the moment that Gary Hart was caught stepping out of a town house with comely domestic-
policy adviser Donna Rice, gossip has become the booming growth sector of journalistic
enterprise. And the distinction between public and private has gradually—well, no, precipitously
—disappeared. It took thousands of years to even develop the concept of privacy—the bedroom
door, the billet-doux, that discreet hotel in Manhattan’s East fifties where you paid in cash—and
less than a generation to destroy it. Like mineral reserves that were once inaccessible to
primitive technologies, the previously private amorous and pharmaceutical practices of
celebrities, dead and living, have produced a bonanza for the fourth estate, even as the concept
of celebrity has expanded to include approximately every third or fourth person.The erosion of
VIP privacy has been partly self-inflicted. Celebs in need of a career boost have learned to tell
the story of their former drug, alcohol and/or sex addiction in exchange for a magazine cover
shot. For those rare stars and pols who stubbornly cling to their privacy, there is usually a helpful
chauffeur or maid willing to enlighten the rest of us about his or her employer’s kinky foibles. The
butler did it . . . or Charles’s valet . . . or Diana’s riding instructor.Those lucky few Americans who
are still neither rich nor famous—and without servants—far from rejoicing in their privacy, seem
to be rushing to television studios to reveal the details of their private lives to the republic. This is
not what Socrates meant when he said the unexamined life is not worth living. Like virginity in the
’60s, privacy has become something to be gotten rid of—as soon as possible.For those rare
stars and pols who stubbornly cling to their privacy, there is usually a helpful chauffeur or maid



willing to enlighten the rest of us about his or her employer’s kinky foibles.Blame Truman
Capote,Donald Trump, Robin Leach or People magazine for contributing to this social
breakdown, this mass attack of voyeurism/exhibitionism. But we’re all a little guilty; don’t say you
never watched the O. J. Simpson trials. So herewith I offer a few practical tips for living in the era
of glass houses:• When hiring domestic help, agree on your story in advance. It’s ridiculously
optimistic to think your personal assistant won’t eventually try to sell the details of your life to a
tabloid-TV show. So you should collaborate on what you would like revealed about yourself, and
don’t let the truth stand in your way. For instance, my assistant has promised to say that I was
Michelle Pfeiffer’s love slave.• Burn your correspondence, shred your faxes, erase your E-mail.•
Since privacy has become such an undesirable commodity and exposure so valued, it occurs to
me that crime would be considerably reduced if we deny publicity to all felony suspects and
convicted criminals. No pictures except mug shots. And definitely no jailhouse interviews
conducted by Diane Sawyer.Which suggestion leads me back to my own recent brush with
crime. How to deal with the creature who trafficked in my stolen correspondence? My first
thought was to remove his (or her) fingernails with pliers. But that was hardly practical, no matter
how desirable. My second thought was recourse to the law. My lawyers assured me I was on firm
ground pursuing the case. They also mentioned, when pressed, what it might cost. Then there
was the big negative factor: publicity. Did I really want to present the plagiarist with an
opportunity to spread his own name and the name of his book all over the gossip columns?
Wasn’t it possible, even likely, that this was the very reason he had provoked me, in the hope of
generating some cheap publicity?If all this sounds far-fetched, I can only say that you don’t know
the phototropic individual in question. And you haven’t paid close attention to the first part of this
essay. In a world in which publicity and exposure—whether as a plagiarist or a pedophile—are
seen as good fortune, perhaps the worst punishment we can devise is silence and
anonymity.Privacy...or What’s Left of It by Jay McInerney A few years ago some letters
disappeared from my desk. Being absent-minded and an atrocious slob, I was able to imagine
that I had misplaced the folder somehow, until I happened to be grimacing my way through an
advance copy of a fairly unreadable book and found some readable and strangely familiar
sentences scattered about the page. The writer of the book was an acquaintance of mine, and
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necessarily intimate or racy, but private. But maybe I’m just exercising an outmoded sense of
ethical delicacy here.Does anyone out there remember the distinction between public and
private? Once upon a time, these were two separate, polar spheres of life. These words were
actually antonyms. (Check the dictionary if you don’t believe me.) Private was what happened in
your bedroom, your closet or in your head, and it generally stayed there. Public was what you
did, often in costume, if you thought anyone was watching. Everybody had private lives; only
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of celebrity has expanded to include approximately every third or fourth person.The erosion of
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are still neither rich nor famous—and without servants—far from rejoicing in their privacy, seem
to be rushing to television studios to reveal the details of their private lives to the republic. This is
not what Socrates meant when he said the unexamined life is not worth living. Like virginity in the
’60s, privacy has become something to be gotten rid of—as soon as possible.For those rare
stars and pols who stubbornly cling to their privacy, there is usually a helpful chauffeur or maid
willing to enlighten the rest of us about his or her employer’s kinky foibles.Blame Truman
Capote,Donald Trump, Robin Leach or People magazine for contributing to this social
breakdown, this mass attack of voyeurism/exhibitionism. But we’re all a little guilty; don’t say you
never watched the O. J. Simpson trials. So herewith I offer a few practical tips for living in the era
of glass houses:• When hiring domestic help, agree on your story in advance. It’s ridiculously
optimistic to think your personal assistant won’t eventually try to sell the details of your life to a
tabloid-TV show. So you should collaborate on what you would like revealed about yourself, and
don’t let the truth stand in your way. For instance, my assistant has promised to say that I was
Michelle Pfeiffer’s love slave.• Burn your correspondence, shred your faxes, erase your E-mail.•
Since privacy has become such an undesirable commodity and exposure so valued, it occurs to
me that crime would be considerably reduced if we deny publicity to all felony suspects and



convicted criminals. No pictures except mug shots. And definitely no jailhouse interviews
conducted by Diane Sawyer.Which suggestion leads me back to my own recent brush with
crime. How to deal with the creature who trafficked in my stolen correspondence? My first
thought was to remove his (or her) fingernails with pliers. But that was hardly practical, no matter
how desirable. My second thought was recourse to the law. My lawyers assured me I was on firm
ground pursuing the case. They also mentioned, when pressed, what it might cost. Then there
was the big negative factor: publicity. Did I really want to present the plagiarist with an
opportunity to spread his own name and the name of his book all over the gossip columns?
Wasn’t it possible, even likely, that this was the very reason he had provoked me, in the hope of
generating some cheap publicity?If all this sounds far-fetched, I can only say that you don’t know
the phototropic individual in question. And you haven’t paid close attention to the first part of this
essay. In a world in which publicity and exposure—whether as a plagiarist or a pedophile—are
seen as good fortune, perhaps the worst punishment we can devise is silence and anonymity.On
Accountability by Ron Powers More than a decade ago, I moved with my wife and two sons from
metropolitan New York City to Middlebury, Vermont. We’d nervously debated the opportunity for
months. Did we dare sacrifice our city livelihoods for the uncertain rewards of teaching, writing
and living in a small town filled with people we didn’t know?Our decision was sealed by an
episode of, well, questionable manners one spring night behind Lincoln Center. In our haste to
be on time for a chamber concert, we’d let down our guard and settled into a rare open parking
spot on the street instead of crawling through the parking-garage labyrinth. While we were
inside, someone—obviously eager to review the collection of audio cassettes on my dashboard
—had elected not to wait until the conclusion of “Three Pieces in the Shape of a Pear” to ask my
permission. Later, before we had picked out the last shard of glass from the floorboard nap, my
wife, Honoree, and I had given our regards to Broadway— and to the whole complex urban-
etiquette system of car-alarm sirens, extended middle fingers, snarling Akitas, Kryptonite locks,
restraining orders, karate kicks and small-arms fire.Today we find it hard to recall exactly what
kind of behavior we expected to encounter in Vermont: more of the same, perhaps, but with
better scenery and different accents. Okay, I’m pretty sure we didn’t expect the same level of
street crime. But as for callous behavior toward strangers (loud noise, littering, surliness in traffic
and in stores and restaurants), the seedbed from which street crime darkly blossoms, we were
likely on our urban guard. After all, we were not emigrating from the United States of America.At
a minimum, we braced for a long, chilly probation before admission into the Yankee town’s
insular society. What if we were shut out? What if American edginess just produced a different
strain of menace here? What if we were exiting a scary novel by Don DeLillo only to enter one by
Stephen King?We could have saved ourselves the angst. Whatever we expected, what we got
was a heady, almost mind-altering rush of civility. I still recall the near-illicit thrill that ran through
us the first time we experimented with leaving our car doors unlocked downtown. Nothing
happened! Yo! So we tried it again. And again. Out of our minds with uncut gemütlichkeit, we
tried it with Honoree’s purse lying on the front seat. It was still there when we got back. The earth



moved!Soon my New York–born wife—a gentle woman but nobody’s fool when it comes to
taking precautions—was exulting in this newfound absence of dread: telling the plumber to just
go on in when he got there, the house was unlocked; even leaving signed blank checks on the
kitchen table for the yardman.But it was more than an absence of dread. It was an active
presence of . . . something. We quickly relaxed into the pleasures of making our way through the
town in the course of an ordinary day: wisecracking with Jack or Sean behind the counter at the
post office. Lingering for a second cup of coffee and The Times at Blaney Blodgett’s turn-of-the-
century soda fountain, called Calvi’s. Heading into Lazurus’s dry-goods store to buy new shoes
for the boys—and discovering that Helen had their sizes filed away in her memory from an
earlier visit.Our sons thrived on this presence. Ages six and four when we moved and now
surging into young adulthood, they were profoundly children of the town. Kevin, the younger,
relished waltzing into Steve’s Park Diner on a Saturday morning and telling Barb, “I’ll have the
usual”—a bagel and cream cheese. Dean set records in the Middlebury pool and in the state
with his medley-relay swimming teammates. Both are seasoned guitarists and community-
theater actors. And both feel a fierce, almost curmudgeonly protectiveness for the permanence
of this place. Walking past Amigo’s Cantina with me one Saturday morning, aghast at a bright
new coat of paint, Dean groused: “Before long we won’t even be able to recognize this town!” His
father’s son.One more important thing to know about accountability in a small town: It cuts both
ways.So what is this “presence” that confers such civility—and such richness of daily life—in a
small town like Middlebury? It’s nothing magical; no rite of initiation that makes people here any
better than people anywhere else. Nor would I deny, if pressed, that burglaries do happen here,
along with all the other failures of the human spirit—although with less frequency, intensity and,
significantly, tolerance by the community at large.The presence, I think, is accountability. It’s not
so much that people in small towns lack the inclination to misbehave; it’s that we know how likely
it is that we’ll be held to account: not by the police, perhaps, but by people we know; people we
face every day and will go on facing in the most personal and interconnected ways.Cut me off in
traffic and you’re likely to be seated next to me tonight at the chamber of commerce banquet.
Snarl at the waitress at Mr. Up’s and she’ll turn out to be your dentist’s daughter. Go for those
audio cassettes on the dashboard and, sure enough, someone will venture, “Land o’ Goshen,
Ethan! Isn’t that the Powerses’ car you’re a-rummagin’ in?” And so we work out modes of
behavior to forestall these kinds of reckonings. We put our foot on the brake. Take time to kid
around. Say please and thank you and isn’t it a lovely day. Leave the damn tapes alone.One
more important thing to know about accountability in a small town: It cuts both ways. You don’t
just benefit from it as a newcomer. You’re expected to provide your share. You give of yourself to
the town. You serve on school boards, coach or umpire during the kids’ baseball season and
haul props for the Community Players. And the deeper your involvement goes, the more all those
faces on the street distinguish themselves as you make your way through town. The easier it is
to pass a pleasantry, aim a wisecrack. And the harder it is to imagine violating any of these
faces, even with a rude gesture or remark. Those faces are part of you; part of your history. It’s



incredibly sophisticated, in its way. Trust me on that. I learned a few things about sophistication
during my years in the city. Now, as a small-town guy, I’m learning a lot more.On Accountability
by Ron Powers More than a decade ago, I moved with my wife and two sons from metropolitan
New York City to Middlebury, Vermont. We’d nervously debated the opportunity for months. Did
we dare sacrifice our city livelihoods for the uncertain rewards of teaching, writing and living in a
small town filled with people we didn’t know?Our decision was sealed by an episode of, well,
questionable manners one spring night behind Lincoln Center. In our haste to be on time for a
chamber concert, we’d let down our guard and settled into a rare open parking spot on the street
instead of crawling through the parking-garage labyrinth. While we were inside, someone—
obviously eager to review the collection of audio cassettes on my dashboard—had elected not
to wait until the conclusion of “Three Pieces in the Shape of a Pear” to ask my permission. Later,
before we had picked out the last shard of glass from the floorboard nap, my wife, Honoree, and
I had given our regards to Broadway— and to the whole complex urban-etiquette system of car-
alarm sirens, extended middle fingers, snarling Akitas, Kryptonite locks, restraining orders,
karate kicks and small-arms fire.Today we find it hard to recall exactly what kind of behavior we
expected to encounter in Vermont: more of the same, perhaps, but with better scenery and
different accents. Okay, I’m pretty sure we didn’t expect the same level of street crime. But as for
callous behavior toward strangers (loud noise, littering, surliness in traffic and in stores and
restaurants), the seedbed from which street crime darkly blossoms, we were likely on our urban
guard. After all, we were not emigrating from the United States of America.At a minimum, we
braced for a long, chilly probation before admission into the Yankee town’s insular society. What
if we were shut out? What if American edginess just produced a different strain of menace here?
What if we were exiting a scary novel by Don DeLillo only to enter one by Stephen King?We
could have saved ourselves the angst. Whatever we expected, what we got was a heady, almost
mind-altering rush of civility. I still recall the near-illicit thrill that ran through us the first time we
experimented with leaving our car doors unlocked downtown. Nothing happened! Yo! So we
tried it again. And again. Out of our minds with uncut gemütlichkeit, we tried it with Honoree’s
purse lying on the front seat. It was still there when we got back. The earth moved!Soon my New
York–born wife—a gentle woman but nobody’s fool when it comes to taking precautions—was
exulting in this newfound absence of dread: telling the plumber to just go on in when he got
there, the house was unlocked; even leaving signed blank checks on the kitchen table for the
yardman.But it was more than an absence of dread. It was an active presence of . . . something.
We quickly relaxed into the pleasures of making our way through the town in the course of an
ordinary day: wisecracking with Jack or Sean behind the counter at the post office. Lingering for
a second cup of coffee and The Times at Blaney Blodgett’s turn-of-the-century soda fountain,
called Calvi’s. Heading into Lazurus’s dry-goods store to buy new shoes for the boys—and
discovering that Helen had their sizes filed away in her memory from an earlier visit.Our sons
thrived on this presence. Ages six and four when we moved and now surging into young
adulthood, they were profoundly children of the town. Kevin, the younger, relished waltzing into



Steve’s Park Diner on a Saturday morning and telling Barb, “I’ll have the usual”—a bagel and
cream cheese. Dean set records in the Middlebury pool and in the state with his medley-relay
swimming teammates. Both are seasoned guitarists and community-theater actors. And both
feel a fierce, almost curmudgeonly protectiveness for the permanence of this place. Walking
past Amigo’s Cantina with me one Saturday morning, aghast at a bright new coat of paint, Dean
groused: “Before long we won’t even be able to recognize this town!” His father’s son.One more
important thing to know about accountability in a small town: It cuts both ways.So what is this
“presence” that confers such civility—and such richness of daily life—in a small town like
Middlebury? It’s nothing magical; no rite of initiation that makes people here any better than
people anywhere else. Nor would I deny, if pressed, that burglaries do happen here, along with
all the other failures of the human spirit—although with less frequency, intensity and,
significantly, tolerance by the community at large.The presence, I think, is accountability. It’s not
so much that people in small towns lack the inclination to misbehave; it’s that we know how likely
it is that we’ll be held to account: not by the police, perhaps, but by people we know; people we
face every day and will go on facing in the most personal and interconnected ways.Cut me off in
traffic and you’re likely to be seated next to me tonight at the chamber of commerce banquet.
Snarl at the waitress at Mr. Up’s and she’ll turn out to be your dentist’s daughter. Go for those
audio cassettes on the dashboard and, sure enough, someone will venture, “Land o’ Goshen,
Ethan! Isn’t that the Powerses’ car you’re a-rummagin’ in?” And so we work out modes of
behavior to forestall these kinds of reckonings. We put our foot on the brake. Take time to kid
around. Say please and thank you and isn’t it a lovely day. Leave the damn tapes alone.One
more important thing to know about accountability in a small town: It cuts both ways. You don’t
just benefit from it as a newcomer. You’re expected to provide your share. You give of yourself to
the town. You serve on school boards, coach or umpire during the kids’ baseball season and
haul props for the Community Players. And the deeper your involvement goes, the more all those
faces on the street distinguish themselves as you make your way through town. The easier it is
to pass a pleasantry, aim a wisecrack. And the harder it is to imagine violating any of these
faces, even with a rude gesture or remark. Those faces are part of you; part of your history. It’s
incredibly sophisticated, in its way. Trust me on that. I learned a few things about sophistication
during my years in the city. Now, as a small-town guy, I’m learning a lot more.Play Fair by
Heywood Hale Broun Some years ago at a stop on the golf tour, Raymond Floyd deposited a
drive in one of those tight little forests that exist to penalize the errant. After hitting his way out to
a more advantageous lie, Floyd announced that while in the secrecy of the thicket, he had
accidentally touched his golf ball, making him subject to a two-stroke penalty. Strokes can mean
thousands of dollars, but Floyd waved off any praise for honesty, saying that if the world lived by
the rules of the U.S. Golf Association, it might be a better place.More than a half-century ago,
when I became a sportswriter for a New York newspaper, I looked from the press box at a sea of
men’s fedoras. (It was leavened with the occasional headgear of a female who chose not to wait
for the sexist, economically useful “ladies’ day.”) Much has changed in sports since then, and



much of it for the better: Too many of the games of my youth excluded countless Americans
because of race or ethnicity. But a distressing change has been the erosion of civility among
both players and spectators. We’ve traveled far from the hatted crowd—which rooted for the
home team but applauded good play by both sides—to that of today’s angry thousands,
thousands who a few years ago in Philadelphia cheered a life-threatening injury to football star
Michael Irvin.In the years when I was a sports correspondent for CBS, I tried as much as
authority allowed to chronicle the games played for the sheer joy of the playing—things like golf
tournaments on frozen lakes (red golf balls and sleds carrying coffee and grog). I wasn’t trying to
be cute in these bypath trips; I was trying to celebrate the true meaning of sports.Small children,
finding the adult world both large and unfair, take refuge in the certainty of games in which, by
consent, they make up and abide by a set of regulations. Watch a group of youngsters
improvising something with a stick and a ball, and see what happens when a player makes an
unwelcome move.“You can’t do that! It’s against the rules!” will come piping cries.It was in this
spirit, which nowadays seems more than a bit naive, that Grantland Rice wrote, “When the One
Great Scorer comes to write against your name, he marks not that you won or lost—but how you
played the game.”Small children, finding the adult world both large and unfair, take refuge in the
certainty of games in which, by consent, they make up and abide by a set of regulations.Years
later I tried to tell Brooklyn Dodger manager Leo Durocher about a rookie pitcher’s terrific B-
squad performance. “Never mind how good he was,” barked Leo, “just tell me if he won.” He was
only a little ahead of the modern maxim “Winning isn’t everything, it’s the only thing.” This
obviously means that if you can get away with breaking the rules, you do. At that point, of course,
sport ceases to be a well-structured sanctuary from The Great Game of Life.Ironically, the man
most associated with the idea that winning is the only thing, Vince Lombardi, was as devoted to
rules as any group of children in a made-up game. He wanted his Green Bay Packers to play
fiercely but fairly. I remember an occasion when, on the way to a game, his team suffered a light
blackout while dressing. My camera crew provided battery lamps to permit orderly preparation.
Later, at a championship game in Florida, Lombardi banned the press from workouts but was
confronted by, among others, my producer, our camera crew and me. He came to a halt and
snarled: “Oh, it’s you guys. I owe you. You’ve got ten minutes.” The voice was harsh, but it spoke
the words of civil obligation.One of the factors that contribute to today’s desperation of
competition—with its concomitant incivility—is the notion put forth by many coaches that
winners have better character than losers. Paradoxically, this often changes a genial pair of
players into a couple of thugs slanging each other in the fight for character. The cry of “Good
shot!” lies buried in the vicar’s garden where tennis, once the most genteel of sports, had its
beginnings. Of course, all such gentlemanly cries may stick in the throat when the shot has cost
the loser a very large sum of money. The business of sporting rewards—which makes
millionaires of the mediocre—has added a greed factor to gridirons and golf courses. Fun and
games have become fun, high stakes and games. Deplorable behavior comes in the door when
dollars fly out the window.For some years, groups of Wall Street whiz kids would take a keg of



beer and a bunch of rugby shirts to Staten Island. If Bank X had only thirteen players, Brokerage
House Y would lend them a couple. The main idea was to get rid of frustration with a bump-bang
morning. Perhaps such games still take place, but many more of the financial and business
community’s part-time athletes are now in basketball leagues where standings are carefully kept.
It’s believed by these players that successful play can take one out of the mailroom and up to
accounts receivable, a first step to the boardroom. So it’s not surprising that elbow-in-the-mouth
play occurs.Maybe nobody you know has stooped to these levels. Yet there is no denying that
the great decline in player and spectator decorum cuts a pretty wide swath. Have you noticed
that when the fights inevitably break out at a hockey game virtually every fan roars his (or her)
support for a favorite Tyson on ice? So far, golf and tennis crowds mostly refrain from shouting at
critical moments, but umpires and marshals increasingly must shush partisanship on the edge of
disruption. A pity when one thinks that even in the wildest days of the Jazz Age, football crowds
contented themselves with the singing of derisive songs about John Harvard, Eli Yale, et al.Of
course, to old geezers like me, the golden age is always somewhere back down the road. But
while I don’t think we’re on our way to doom, I do, like all would-be sages, have some advice for
anyone interested in preserving the notion of sportsmanship: Focus less on the score and more
on our heroes. As we admired the magic of Michael Jordan, a grace beyond comprehension, let
us admire the muscular ballet of the tennis-playing Williams sisters; the good-guy image of
quarterback Peyton Manning, son of Archie and proof that heroes’ children can also be heroes;
and all the men and women whose accomplishments—win or lose—make us feel that we’ve
seen legends alive.When Samuel Johnson compiled the first great dictionary of the English
language, he also expressed a philosophy. Sport was defined as “Play; Diversion; Game; Frolic
and Tumultuous Merriment.” Something, therefore, outside the cares and chaos of daily life.Not
for nothing was Johnson’s century called the Age of Reason.Play Fair by Heywood Hale Broun
Some years ago at a stop on the golf tour, Raymond Floyd deposited a drive in one of those tight
little forests that exist to penalize the errant. After hitting his way out to a more advantageous lie,
Floyd announced that while in the secrecy of the thicket, he had accidentally touched his golf
ball, making him subject to a two-stroke penalty. Strokes can mean thousands of dollars, but
Floyd waved off any praise for honesty, saying that if the world lived by the rules of the U.S. Golf
Association, it might be a better place.More than a half-century ago, when I became a
sportswriter for a New York newspaper, I looked from the press box at a sea of men’s fedoras. (It
was leavened with the occasional headgear of a female who chose not to wait for the sexist,
economically useful “ladies’ day.”) Much has changed in sports since then, and much of it for the
better: Too many of the games of my youth excluded countless Americans because of race or
ethnicity. But a distressing change has been the erosion of civility among both players and
spectators. We’ve traveled far from the hatted crowd—which rooted for the home team but
applauded good play by both sides—to that of today’s angry thousands, thousands who a few
years ago in Philadelphia cheered a life-threatening injury to football star Michael Irvin.In the
years when I was a sports correspondent for CBS, I tried as much as authority allowed to



chronicle the games played for the sheer joy of the playing—things like golf tournaments on
frozen lakes (red golf balls and sleds carrying coffee and grog). I wasn’t trying to be cute in these
bypath trips; I was trying to celebrate the true meaning of sports.Small children, finding the adult
world both large and unfair, take refuge in the certainty of games in which, by consent, they
make up and abide by a set of regulations. Watch a group of youngsters improvising something
with a stick and a ball, and see what happens when a player makes an unwelcome move.“You
can’t do that! It’s against the rules!” will come piping cries.It was in this spirit, which nowadays
seems more than a bit naive, that Grantland Rice wrote, “When the One Great Scorer comes to
write against your name, he marks not that you won or lost—but how you played the
game.”Small children, finding the adult world both large and unfair, take refuge in the certainty of
games in which, by consent, they make up and abide by a set of regulations.Years later I tried to
tell Brooklyn Dodger manager Leo Durocher about a rookie pitcher’s terrific B-squad
performance. “Never mind how good he was,” barked Leo, “just tell me if he won.” He was only a
little ahead of the modern maxim “Winning isn’t everything, it’s the only thing.” This obviously
means that if you can get away with breaking the rules, you do. At that point, of course, sport
ceases to be a well-structured sanctuary from The Great Game of Life.Ironically, the man most
associated with the idea that winning is the only thing, Vince Lombardi, was as devoted to rules
as any group of children in a made-up game. He wanted his Green Bay Packers to play fiercely
but fairly. I remember an occasion when, on the way to a game, his team suffered a light blackout
while dressing. My camera crew provided battery lamps to permit orderly preparation. Later, at a
championship game in Florida, Lombardi banned the press from workouts but was confronted
by, among others, my producer, our camera crew and me. He came to a halt and snarled: “Oh,
it’s you guys. I owe you. You’ve got ten minutes.” The voice was harsh, but it spoke the words of
civil obligation.One of the factors that contribute to today’s desperation of competition—with its
concomitant incivility—is the notion put forth by many coaches that winners have better
character than losers. Paradoxically, this often changes a genial pair of players into a couple of
thugs slanging each other in the fight for character. The cry of “Good shot!” lies buried in the
vicar’s garden where tennis, once the most genteel of sports, had its beginnings. Of course, all
such gentlemanly cries may stick in the throat when the shot has cost the loser a very large sum
of money. The business of sporting rewards—which makes millionaires of the mediocre—has
added a greed factor to gridirons and golf courses. Fun and games have become fun, high
stakes and games. Deplorable behavior comes in the door when dollars fly out the window.For
some years, groups of Wall Street whiz kids would take a keg of beer and a bunch of rugby shirts
to Staten Island. If Bank X had only thirteen players, Brokerage House Y would lend them a
couple. The main idea was to get rid of frustration with a bump-bang morning. Perhaps such
games still take place, but many more of the financial and business community’s part-time
athletes are now in basketball leagues where standings are carefully kept. It’s believed by these
players that successful play can take one out of the mailroom and up to accounts receivable, a
first step to the boardroom. So it’s not surprising that elbow-in-the-mouth play occurs.Maybe



nobody you know has stooped to these levels. Yet there is no denying that the great decline in
player and spectator decorum cuts a pretty wide swath. Have you noticed that when the fights
inevitably break out at a hockey game virtually every fan roars his (or her) support for a favorite
Tyson on ice? So far, golf and tennis crowds mostly refrain from shouting at critical moments, but
umpires and marshals increasingly must shush partisanship on the edge of disruption. A pity
when one thinks that even in the wildest days of the Jazz Age, football crowds contented
themselves with the singing of derisive songs about John Harvard, Eli Yale, et al.Of course, to
old geezers like me, the golden age is always somewhere back down the road. But while I don’t
think we’re on our way to doom, I do, like all would-be sages, have some advice for anyone
interested in preserving the notion of sportsmanship: Focus less on the score and more on our
heroes. As we admired the magic of Michael Jordan, a grace beyond comprehension, let us
admire the muscular ballet of the tennis-playing Williams sisters; the good-guy image of
quarterback Peyton Manning, son of Archie and proof that heroes’ children can also be heroes;
and all the men and women whose accomplishments—win or lose—make us feel that we’ve
seen legends alive.When Samuel Johnson compiled the first great dictionary of the English
language, he also expressed a philosophy. Sport was defined as “Play; Diversion; Game; Frolic
and Tumultuous Merriment.” Something, therefore, outside the cares and chaos of daily life.Not
for nothing was Johnson’s century called the Age of Reason.The Etiquette of E-Mail by Owen
Edwards Etiquette is always at its most tenuous on the untamed edges of frontiers. People may
want to mind their manners, but figuring out those manners can be very tricky. In the Wild West
of cyberspace, no innovation is in need of civilizing more than electronic mail, a.k.a. E-mail.
Taming this frontier matters, because whether we like it or not, E-mail is here to stay.Those
who’ve yet to embrace it might just as well give in, because, though far from perfect, E-mail is
irresistibly useful. It fills a niche between the immediacy of the telephone and the deliberation of
the letter, combining electronic speed and convenience with the permanence of the printed
word. That makes E-mail a medium for clipped business memos and mass-distributed jokes, as
well as more literate repartee. I use the word literate advisedly, considering the acceptance
among young Netter writers of such cyber terms as “convo” for conversation and “brb” for be
right back. Yes, E-mail is a strange hybrid, like the mythical creature Woody Allen once
described as having the head of a lion and the body of a lion, but not the same lion. As such, the
old rules of communicating don’t always apply, and a few new ones—what some have dubbed
“Netiquette”—ought to be considered.A few years ago I carried on an active E-mail
correspondence with a Silicon Valley billionaire, a man in part responsible for the growth of E-
mail itself. He and I were collaborating on a book, but years from now, should anyone read our
missives—if you can call them that—he may wonder if the two of us were using the same
medium. I tend to construct my notes with a salutation, a few sociable lines to ease into the
serious stuff at hand and a personal signoff. In contrast, my collaborator’s responses are simply
my notes sent back to me with his comments inserted. No salutation, no small talk, no sign-off.
Of course, this is business communication, even if the business is literary. Still, much of



Voltaire’s voluminous correspondence had to do with work, too, and remains an elegant link to
the great letter-writing traditions of the Enlightenment.My correspondent, who’s been using E-
mail for many years as an Internet entrepreneur as well as an academic, has obviously outgrown
any romantic attachment to the medium. Conversely, I think of it as instantly delivered letters in
which the politesse of both personal and business correspondence applies—and cling
optimistically to the belief that E-mail will revive the diminished art of letter writing. But my views
and those of my coauthor both have validity, which means that there’s a wide range of
acceptable approaches; his may be terse, but it’s efficient. Efficiency, after all, is the whole point
of E-mail. Still, I hope I will be forgiven for pushing my own epistolary agenda: bringing a little
decorum to what can be a rather fast-and-loose process.E-mail is a strange hybrid, like the
mythical creature Woody Allen once described as having the head of a lion and the body of a
lion, but not the same lion.Sometimes when I read my collaborator’s self-styled replies, it helps
to consider E-mail’s origins. It was developed in 1969 by a Defense Department agency as a
means of connecting various computer networks. Its no-nonsense character sprang from those
pragmatic roots.Today, as E-mail grows and changes by the minute, no attempt to train or
restrain it can meet with complete success. But with just a bit of patience, the “mail” in E-mail can
be a grace note that makes the form elegant as well as electronic. For starters, if, as you type an
E-mail message, you think of yourself with pen in hand and a sheet of fine white paper on the
desk, you might balance convenience with care. There are times, though, when only ink on
paper will do. For wedding invitations, anniversaries and other relatively formal events, E-mail
just doesn’t seem proper. For impromptu dinner parties, however, it’s a boon. Thank-you notes
are still more meaningful in real rather than virtual form, but electronic gratitude is better than no
gratitude at all.Internet providers are making E-mail easier to send all the time. You can, as
frequent users know, pick up entire newspaper articles or congressional transcripts from Web
sites, drop them into an E-mail “envelope” and whisk them to your two-hundred closest “pen”
pals. But on the receiving end, your convenience may be someone else’s headache. Hardly
anyone likes to do a lot of reading on the screen, so cut out the article and stick it in a real
envelope. Or use that quaint old technology, the fax.On principle, I have taken to deleting jokes
unread whenever they’re E-mailed to someone’s entire address book. Before E-mail, no one
ever would have licked fifty envelopes to pass along a page of dubious humor to friends and
acquaintances. But here the ease of E-mail works both ways: If jokes require no effort to send,
they also require no effort to toss out.Among the most blunt features of this blunt medium is
“reply,” which allows you to simply stick an answer onto the original message. With the option of
that instantaneous response, there’s no point expecting people to go the slower route of clicking
onto a new page. Some of us may prefer the waltz, but, as the song goes, rock ’n’ roll is here to
stay.Several years ago, before I succumbed to E-mail’s lure, the writer Stewart Brand, the
visionary behind the Whole Earth Catalog, told me he found E-mail to be one of the most
intimate methods of communicating he’d ever experienced. I doubted him at the time, but after
two years of electronic correspondence I understand what he meant. Today I make consistent



contact with far more relatives and friends than ever before, often in a more thoughtful way than
the telephone allows. I’ve noticed that my determination to think of most E-mail as letters and
notes has meant that I elicit largely literate responses. And I’ve realized that I’m more flexible
with the new medium than with words on paper. It’s been said that first we shape our inventions
but eventually they shape us. That may be true, but as we adapt to the new, we can still observe
good form.E-mail veterans like my Silicon Valley collaborator contend there’s no point in putting
any literary effort, never mind proper spelling, into Internet exchanges. After all, they argue, most
recipients just hit delete and the message vanishes. But that’s like saying it’s pointless to use
good grammar on the phone, since the conversation fades away as it takes place. Words, like
music, reverberate in the mind, and, as Enzo Ferrari proved, elegance and speed are not
incompatible.The Etiquette of E-Mail by Owen Edwards Etiquette is always at its most tenuous
on the untamed edges of frontiers. People may want to mind their manners, but figuring out
those manners can be very tricky. In the Wild West of cyberspace, no innovation is in need of
civilizing more than electronic mail, a.k.a. E-mail. Taming this frontier matters, because whether
we like it or not, E-mail is here to stay.Those who’ve yet to embrace it might just as well give in,
because, though far from perfect, E-mail is irresistibly useful. It fills a niche between the
immediacy of the telephone and the deliberation of the letter, combining electronic speed and
convenience with the permanence of the printed word. That makes E-mail a medium for clipped
business memos and mass-distributed jokes, as well as more literate repartee. I use the word
literate advisedly, considering the acceptance among young Netter writers of such cyber terms
as “convo” for conversation and “brb” for be right back. Yes, E-mail is a strange hybrid, like the
mythical creature Woody Allen once described as having the head of a lion and the body of a
lion, but not the same lion. As such, the old rules of communicating don’t always apply, and a
few new ones—what some have dubbed “Netiquette”—ought to be considered.A few years ago
I carried on an active E-mail correspondence with a Silicon Valley billionaire, a man in part
responsible for the growth of E-mail itself. He and I were collaborating on a book, but years from
now, should anyone read our missives—if you can call them that—he may wonder if the two of
us were using the same medium. I tend to construct my notes with a salutation, a few sociable
lines to ease into the serious stuff at hand and a personal signoff. In contrast, my collaborator’s
responses are simply my notes sent back to me with his comments inserted. No salutation, no
small talk, no sign-off. Of course, this is business communication, even if the business is literary.
Still, much of Voltaire’s voluminous correspondence had to do with work, too, and remains an
elegant link to the great letter-writing traditions of the Enlightenment.My correspondent, who’s
been using E-mail for many years as an Internet entrepreneur as well as an academic, has
obviously outgrown any romantic attachment to the medium. Conversely, I think of it as instantly
delivered letters in which the politesse of both personal and business correspondence applies—
and cling optimistically to the belief that E-mail will revive the diminished art of letter writing. But
my views and those of my coauthor both have validity, which means that there’s a wide range of
acceptable approaches; his may be terse, but it’s efficient. Efficiency, after all, is the whole point



of E-mail. Still, I hope I will be forgiven for pushing my own epistolary agenda: bringing a little
decorum to what can be a rather fast-and-loose process.E-mail is a strange hybrid, like the
mythical creature Woody Allen once described as having the head of a lion and the body of a
lion, but not the same lion.Sometimes when I read my collaborator’s self-styled replies, it helps
to consider E-mail’s origins. It was developed in 1969 by a Defense Department agency as a
means of connecting various computer networks. Its no-nonsense character sprang from those
pragmatic roots.Today, as E-mail grows and changes by the minute, no attempt to train or
restrain it can meet with complete success. But with just a bit of patience, the “mail” in E-mail can
be a grace note that makes the form elegant as well as electronic. For starters, if, as you type an
E-mail message, you think of yourself with pen in hand and a sheet of fine white paper on the
desk, you might balance convenience with care. There are times, though, when only ink on
paper will do. For wedding invitations, anniversaries and other relatively formal events, E-mail
just doesn’t seem proper. For impromptu dinner parties, however, it’s a boon. Thank-you notes
are still more meaningful in real rather than virtual form, but electronic gratitude is better than no
gratitude at all.Internet providers are making E-mail easier to send all the time. You can, as
frequent users know, pick up entire newspaper articles or congressional transcripts from Web
sites, drop them into an E-mail “envelope” and whisk them to your two-hundred closest “pen”
pals. But on the receiving end, your convenience may be someone else’s headache. Hardly
anyone likes to do a lot of reading on the screen, so cut out the article and stick it in a real
envelope. Or use that quaint old technology, the fax.On principle, I have taken to deleting jokes
unread whenever they’re E-mailed to someone’s entire address book. Before E-mail, no one
ever would have licked fifty envelopes to pass along a page of dubious humor to friends and
acquaintances. But here the ease of E-mail works both ways: If jokes require no effort to send,
they also require no effort to toss out.Among the most blunt features of this blunt medium is
“reply,” which allows you to simply stick an answer onto the original message. With the option of
that instantaneous response, there’s no point expecting people to go the slower route of clicking
onto a new page. Some of us may prefer the waltz, but, as the song goes, rock ’n’ roll is here to
stay.Several years ago, before I succumbed to E-mail’s lure, the writer Stewart Brand, the
visionary behind the Whole Earth Catalog, told me he found E-mail to be one of the most
intimate methods of communicating he’d ever experienced. I doubted him at the time, but after
two years of electronic correspondence I understand what he meant. Today I make consistent
contact with far more relatives and friends than ever before, often in a more thoughtful way than
the telephone allows. I’ve noticed that my determination to think of most E-mail as letters and
notes has meant that I elicit largely literate responses. And I’ve realized that I’m more flexible
with the new medium than with words on paper. It’s been said that first we shape our inventions
but eventually they shape us. That may be true, but as we adapt to the new, we can still observe
good form.E-mail veterans like my Silicon Valley collaborator contend there’s no point in putting
any literary effort, never mind proper spelling, into Internet exchanges. After all, they argue, most
recipients just hit delete and the message vanishes. But that’s like saying it’s pointless to use



good grammar on the phone, since the conversation fades away as it takes place. Words, like
music, reverberate in the mind, and, as Enzo Ferrari proved, elegance and speed are not
incompatible.Rekindling the Holiday Spirit by Sally Quinn I’m dreaming of a white Candlemas.
Snow on the ground, crisp, cold weather, a welcoming fire roaring in the hearth, candles
flickering on every table, tall branches of flowering quince in pretty vases, a big pot of delicious
stew, warm, crusty bread, a bottle of robust red wine, some good friends . . .The Christmas
holidays, with all the hyperactivity and forced frivolity they engender, couldn’t contrast more in
tone with my favorite holiday: Candlemas, February 2. This religious celebration has come to
symbolize the advent of spring amid winter’s lingering darkness. It’s observed by filling the house
with candles and fires, as well as flowers, to proclaim the start of new life and hope. I look
forward to the tranquillity of Candlemas as I toil my way through the frenzy of the Christmas
season.Oh, am I dreaming of a white Candlemas! No questionably appropriate gifts to give or
receive, no wrapping of packages or running out of paper, ribbon or tags. No Christmas cards or
mimeographed family updates. No eating and drinking too much. No chilly exchanges with
husbands over the holidays’ uneven division of labor. No perfect hostesses showing me up and
making me feel guilty. No trying to please everyone: mince pies for Jane, oyster dressing for
Suzy and ambrosia for Harry. No returning gifts and endlessly writing thank-you notes—or
bribing the children to get them to write theirs. I’m exhausted just thinking about it all.It’s a cliché
to say that something has gone haywire with Christmas, that the commercial aspects of the
holiday have overwhelmed its spiritual and social meaning. But things are getting out of hand. It’s
not just that it’s become so tied up in materialism that you feel on some level that you and your
family are simply dupes of clever marketing strategies. It is that the sense of generosity of spirit,
of caring about other people and their feelings, seems to be disappearing as well.Sadly, I’ve
found that the stress of Christmas often brings out the worst in people rather than the best. It’s
almost as if they wait a whole year to misbehave: There’s the uncle who becomes intoxicated at
Christmas dinner and falls into his soup, embarrassing everyone; the “friend” who presents you
with a bathing suit you couldn’t possibly fit into; the spouse who gives you something practical
instead of the pearl earrings you’ve been hinting at all year; the boss who sends you a ham
when he knows perfectly well you’re a vegetarian.There’s the uncle who becomes intoxicated at
Christmas dinner and falls into his soup, embarrassing everyone; the “friend” who presents you
with a bathing suit you couldn’t possibly fit into.Some friends and I got together several years
ago for a Christmas support group. We held it at the cocktail hour, so we were well fortified by
the end. It was great. We got out all of our hostility and dove back into the fray with renewed
gusto after just one session— and a large dose of mutual sympathy and shared advice.As a
longtime chronicler and observer of Washington’s social scene and author of The Party: A Guide
to Adventurous Entertaining, I have a few ideas about the ways we handle certain communal
occasions. It is in the spirit of the season that I offer some suggestions on how we might make
the holidays a bit more civilized.• The biggest and most important piece of advice is to scale
things down. Just because Gogo Gotrocks always throws the perfect party and gives everyone



there a personalized present beautifully wrapped, it doesn’t mean you have to.• If you don’t have
to, don’t give parties at all over the holidays. Wait until, say, Candlemas or Valentine’s Day, when
it’s so dreary and we don’t have quite so many things to do. (Who couldn’t do with one less
commitment in December?)• Make an agreement with your adult siblings and cousins to buy
gifts only for the children. Then if you can’t stand it, pick numbers out of a hat and let each
person buy one present for just one member of the family.• If possible, pick one good store and
try buying everything there. It really saves time, and you can get almost all of your shopping
done in a few hours.• If you think teenagers or struggling young adults with little kids would
rather have cash, give it to them. It’ll be easier on you, and they’ll appreciate it more than
something that might be relegated to a closet shelf.• Make a pact with your closest friends to
forgo presents until another time, when you see something you think they might truly like. That’s
a good way to keep the holiday spirit in the air year-round.• Don’t overdo decorations. Besides
the tree, settle for a simple wreath, some holly, a few well-placed poinsettias and swags of
evergreen. (It’s Christmas, not Mardi Gras.)• Rethink Christmas cards. Most people are in
regular contact by phone or fax or E-mail, so cards are no longer the means of communication
they once were. Besides, many people simply open them and toss them into a basket or throw
them away.• Have Christmas dinner late in the day. That will give you time to open presents,
oversee the meal, get dressed, and still relax and enjoy yourself before collapsing into bed.•
Share holiday dinners with another family, so that you’re not playing host every year. Changing
the dinner-party mix also could bring some new sparkle to a predictable feast: Your Aunt
Gertrude may look pretty swell seated beside their cousin Horace.• Consider doing something
that invokes the true meaning of the season—for example, offer to make sandwiches at a shelter
for the homeless—to remind you that there actually is a point to the holidays.Rekindling the
Holiday Spirit by Sally Quinn I’m dreaming of a white Candlemas. Snow on the ground, crisp,
cold weather, a welcoming fire roaring in the hearth, candles flickering on every table, tall
branches of flowering quince in pretty vases, a big pot of delicious stew, warm, crusty bread, a
bottle of robust red wine, some good friends . . .The Christmas holidays, with all the hyperactivity
and forced frivolity they engender, couldn’t contrast more in tone with my favorite holiday:
Candlemas, February 2. This religious celebration has come to symbolize the advent of spring
amid winter’s lingering darkness. It’s observed by filling the house with candles and fires, as well
as flowers, to proclaim the start of new life and hope. I look forward to the tranquillity of
Candlemas as I toil my way through the frenzy of the Christmas season.Oh, am I dreaming of a
white Candlemas! No questionably appropriate gifts to give or receive, no wrapping of packages
or running out of paper, ribbon or tags. No Christmas cards or mimeographed family updates. No
eating and drinking too much. No chilly exchanges with husbands over the holidays’ uneven
division of labor. No perfect hostesses showing me up and making me feel guilty. No trying to
please everyone: mince pies for Jane, oyster dressing for Suzy and ambrosia for Harry. No
returning gifts and endlessly writing thank-you notes—or bribing the children to get them to write
theirs. I’m exhausted just thinking about it all.It’s a cliché to say that something has gone haywire



with Christmas, that the commercial aspects of the holiday have overwhelmed its spiritual and
social meaning. But things are getting out of hand. It’s not just that it’s become so tied up in
materialism that you feel on some level that you and your family are simply dupes of clever
marketing strategies. It is that the sense of generosity of spirit, of caring about other people and
their feelings, seems to be disappearing as well.Sadly, I’ve found that the stress of Christmas
often brings out the worst in people rather than the best. It’s almost as if they wait a whole year to
misbehave: There’s the uncle who becomes intoxicated at Christmas dinner and falls into his
soup, embarrassing everyone; the “friend” who presents you with a bathing suit you couldn’t
possibly fit into; the spouse who gives you something practical instead of the pearl earrings
you’ve been hinting at all year; the boss who sends you a ham when he knows perfectly well
you’re a vegetarian.There’s the uncle who becomes intoxicated at Christmas dinner and falls
into his soup, embarrassing everyone; the “friend” who presents you with a bathing suit you
couldn’t possibly fit into.Some friends and I got together several years ago for a Christmas
support group. We held it at the cocktail hour, so we were well fortified by the end. It was great.
We got out all of our hostility and dove back into the fray with renewed gusto after just one
session— and a large dose of mutual sympathy and shared advice.As a longtime chronicler and
observer of Washington’s social scene and author of The Party: A Guide to Adventurous
Entertaining, I have a few ideas about the ways we handle certain communal occasions. It is in
the spirit of the season that I offer some suggestions on how we might make the holidays a bit
more civilized.• The biggest and most important piece of advice is to scale things down. Just
because Gogo Gotrocks always throws the perfect party and gives everyone there a
personalized present beautifully wrapped, it doesn’t mean you have to.• If you don’t have to,
don’t give parties at all over the holidays. Wait until, say, Candlemas or Valentine’s Day, when it’s
so dreary and we don’t have quite so many things to do. (Who couldn’t do with one less
commitment in December?)• Make an agreement with your adult siblings and cousins to buy
gifts only for the children. Then if you can’t stand it, pick numbers out of a hat and let each
person buy one present for just one member of the family.• If possible, pick one good store and
try buying everything there. It really saves time, and you can get almost all of your shopping
done in a few hours.• If you think teenagers or struggling young adults with little kids would
rather have cash, give it to them. It’ll be easier on you, and they’ll appreciate it more than
something that might be relegated to a closet shelf.• Make a pact with your closest friends to
forgo presents until another time, when you see something you think they might truly like. That’s
a good way to keep the holiday spirit in the air year-round.• Don’t overdo decorations. Besides
the tree, settle for a simple wreath, some holly, a few well-placed poinsettias and swags of
evergreen. (It’s Christmas, not Mardi Gras.)• Rethink Christmas cards. Most people are in
regular contact by phone or fax or E-mail, so cards are no longer the means of communication
they once were. Besides, many people simply open them and toss them into a basket or throw
them away.• Have Christmas dinner late in the day. That will give you time to open presents,
oversee the meal, get dressed, and still relax and enjoy yourself before collapsing into bed.•



Share holiday dinners with another family, so that you’re not playing host every year. Changing
the dinner-party mix also could bring some new sparkle to a predictable feast: Your Aunt
Gertrude may look pretty swell seated beside their cousin Horace.• Consider doing something
that invokes the true meaning of the season—for example, offer to make sandwiches at a shelter
for the homeless—to remind you that there actually is a point to the holidays.Smugly American
by Andrew Nagorski We were having lunch at Nino’s, very much the kind of restaurant near the
Piazza di Spagna in Rome that I thought the couple visiting from the U.S. would enjoy. As we
tucked into our luscious pasta mista, the wife stiffened, looked angrily around and announced
with alarm, “Someone is smoking a cigar.” Her husband tried assuring her that he didn’t smell
anything, but it was too late: She’d spied the culprit on the other side of the packed
restaurant.“He’s so far away, dear,” her frustrated spouse implored. “Let it be.”“Either he puts out
his cigar or I’m leaving,” she declared, pushing back her chair.He turned to me in abject
desperation. “Andy,” he pleaded, “could you do something?”What I wanted to do was hide under
the table. Instead, I reluctantly made my way over to the smoker. A Roman god must have
intervened, because the cigar lover turned out to be an American. As such, he was unfazed by
my mumbling, apologetic request, and—miracle of miracles—complied immediately. “I’m used to
this in the States,” he said, laughing.But this was Rome, where smoking a cigar in a restaurant is
hardly a capital offense. Don’t get me wrong: I don’t smoke, and I don’t appreciate being
surrounded by people who do. Nonetheless, during my many years of roaming the world as a
foreign correspondent for Newsweek, I have tried, within reasonable limits, to adapt to local
customs. Simple manners dictate the need for a bit of deference to your hosts, and the farther
from home one travels, the more important the basic social graces become. (If a New Yorker can
easily give unwitting offense in rural Mississippi, an American tourist can certainly stir outright
resentment in an Egyptian village.)Deference doesn’t mean abandoning basic beliefs or allowing
anyone to mistreat you; it does mean acknowledging that American concepts of etiquette are far
from universally accepted or even understood. Like certain wines, some homegrown attitudes
just don’t travel well. One of them is political correctness, particularly as it relates to smoking,
diet and interaction between the sexes.Smugly American by Andrew Nagorski We were having
lunch at Nino’s, very much the kind of restaurant near the Piazza di Spagna in Rome that I
thought the couple visiting from the U.S. would enjoy. As we tucked into our luscious pasta mista,
the wife stiffened, looked angrily around and announced with alarm, “Someone is smoking a
cigar.” Her husband tried assuring her that he didn’t smell anything, but it was too late: She’d
spied the culprit on the other side of the packed restaurant.“He’s so far away, dear,” her
frustrated spouse implored. “Let it be.”“Either he puts out his cigar or I’m leaving,” she declared,
pushing back her chair.He turned to me in abject desperation. “Andy,” he pleaded, “could you do
something?”What I wanted to do was hide under the table. Instead, I reluctantly made my way
over to the smoker. A Roman god must have intervened, because the cigar lover turned out to
be an American. As such, he was unfazed by my mumbling, apologetic request, and—miracle of
miracles—complied immediately. “I’m used to this in the States,” he said, laughing.But this was



Rome, where smoking a cigar in a restaurant is hardly a capital offense. Don’t get me wrong: I
don’t smoke, and I don’t appreciate being surrounded by people who do. Nonetheless, during
my many years of roaming the world as a foreign correspondent for Newsweek, I have tried,
within reasonable limits, to adapt to local customs. Simple manners dictate the need for a bit of
deference to your hosts, and the farther from home one travels, the more important the basic
social graces become. (If a New Yorker can easily give unwitting offense in rural Mississippi, an
American tourist can certainly stir outright resentment in an Egyptian village.)Deference doesn’t
mean abandoning basic beliefs or allowing anyone to mistreat you; it does mean acknowledging
that American concepts of etiquette are far from universally accepted or even understood. Like
certain wines, some homegrown attitudes just don’t travel well. One of them is political
correctness, particularly as it relates to smoking, diet and interaction between the sexes.
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Kevin Graves, “Do you take this woman to be.....RING...RING..... If you or someone you love has
ever had their cell phone ring during a performance, church service, wedding, movie, etc....YOU
or they need to read this book. It's not about stuffy manners. It's about consideration of your
fellow man.Whether it's not sending thank-you notes, cell phones ringing inapropriately, self-
centered children interrupting or any of the subjects contained in this book, manners matter. No
one is asking anyone to wear white gloves or to place a salt cellar at your dinner plate. It's about
greasing the gears of civilized society.One hilarious chapter deals with Politically Correct
Americans making a HUGE ruckus over Europeans smoking. Throwing a massive tantrum over
someone smoking in a French or German Restaurant will only identify you as a boorish
American, and get you nothing more than a sideways glance and a shrug...while asking
someone kindly if they would mind not smoking around you might just get the desired
effect.Another favorite chapter of mine was close to home, as I sometimes feel that the Tattoo
Fairy has visited me in the middle of the night and inscribed "Tell me about your SEX LIFE" on
my forehead. People just love to tell me their most intimate details which I do not seek and have
not asked for. Evidentially, it is at epidemic stages and I am not alone in this observation.This is a
perfect length for a plane trip or a car trip, and you will nod in recognition and laugh out loud at
some of these situations which require that we all brush up a bit on our manners.”

Anthony Morgan, “It arrived promptly. Book in good shape”

caprezia, “EXCELLENT!! EXCELLENT!!. This little book is an EXCELLENT READ!! I think
everyone of COLLEGE AGE should read it, while they are still young enough to train themselves
and put the tips from this little book into practice (even though I am much older than college
age!) The world would be a far better place to live if ONLY people were more civil to each other
(both in person and online).”

Elizabeth K., “Five Stars. We could all use a refresher course.”

Moira Lauren, “Five Stars. Excellent”

Desiree Troy, “Entertaining, delightful, instructive, and clever. A wonderful collaboration by a
group of talented men and women that would make an excellent gift for most everyone. I will
begin this review with notes on the introduction and all nine chapters and bring it to a conclusion
with a bit of fanatical gushing.The introduction of `Town & Country's Social Graces' is a cleverly
written and well thought out piece written by the Editor in Chief of the magazine, Pamela Fiori. It
first details why the Social Graces department was created in 1995. Then it goes on to describe
some of the subjects that the article addresses. For example, some of the issues faced were
about the "flagrant use of cell phones in public by people who simply cannot keep their business



to themselves" and "the arrogance of certain individuals who, once in the driver's seat (literally),
believe they have `The Right of Way'". It is clear by this introduction alone that the essays that fill
this book are abundant with intelligence, wit, and acuity.Chapter one comprises eight essays
that focus on the subject of `Modern Times'. The first essay, `Privacy... or What's Left of It' by Jay
McInerney, is about just what the title leads you to believe, privacy or lack thereof. It's told with a
sense of humour but don't let the jokes fool you into thinking that the author isn't serious about
humans' dwindling respect for privacy, both their own and others'. The fifth essay, `The Sound
and My Fury' by William Norwich is perhaps my favourite out of the chapter because I can relate
to it so well. It's about how rudely people can react when politely asked to speak more quietly
when out in public, to silence their dog's incessant barking, or to take a break from playing a loud
instrument in the next apartment over. A few other interesting essays that can be found in this
chapter are `On Accountability', `The Etiquette of E-Mail', and `Smugly American'.Chapter two
comprises five essays written about how `Little Things Mean A Lot'. The very first essay in this
chapter, `On Being a Gentleman' by David Brown, was my personal favourite. The author not
only gave examples of true gentlemen and what made them so worthy of the title, but he also
included a list of rules to live by. If more people were able to find it in themselves to follow at least
one, two, or, even better, three of these rules on a daily basis their good attitudes would spread
out like the rippling effect caused by a stone tossed into a body of water. Just imagine the
possibilities. A couple other interesting chapters are `Respecting Our Elders' and `Say "Thank
You"'.Chapter three comprises seven essays written on the subject of `Family Affairs'. My
favourite essay in the chapter is `Missing the Point' by Patricia Beard, which is about how adults
should treat children with the same courtesy they would treat their spouse or friends. Other
interesting essays are `Nagging Habits', `A Single Parent's Say', and `With All Due Respect', the
latter of which concerns those irritating, though well-meaning, questions about an unborn baby
to an expecting mother.Chapter four comprises six essays written on the subject of `A Word's
Worth'. The essay in this chapter that stood out most to me is `Put It in Writing' by the author of
the book `The Writer's Rules', Helen Gurley Brown. The essay was about how letters, whether
typed on a computer or typewriter, or handwritten will brighten somebody's day, especially if
they're unexpected and much deserved. A list of clever ideas can be found to give the reader
some examples of how to write a good letter, such as "short is usually better than long", "write
the thank-you now", and "give a little extra thought to writing a letter expressing your anger". A
couple other interesting essays are `Just Say You're Sorry' and `In Memoriam', the latter of
which is about the proper etiquette that should be shown when giving eulogies and having a
memorial service for a deceased loved one.Chapter five, `Honour Thy Neighbour', comprises six
essays. In this chapter, the essay that most stood out to me was `The Boor of the Grease Paint'
by Wendy Wasserstein. The essay was about how carelessly disruptive people can be in
theatres or, in some cases, just be plain rude to those around them. Anyone who has ever been
forced to sit through a ballet, play, movie, etcetera, surrounded by people coughing, engaged in
conversations on cell phones, or unwrapping candy, will appreciate this particular essay. Other



essays that stood out in this chapter are `Cellular Phonies' and `Don't Waste Time'.Chapter six
comprises seven essays written about `A Touch of Tolerance'. A great essay to mention here is
`Straight from the Heart' by Lauren Picker, which was about people's reactions to people who
are different, such as a little girl with a hand that had not fully developed in utero and a woman
who used a wheelchair. This essay did a remarkable job of pointing out that "minding your
language has always been a sign of respect" and "just because a person requires a wheelchair
doesn't mean her life is lacking in richness or meaning". Other insightful and thought-provoking
essays are `Sobering Thoughts', `Political Stomping', and `The Measure of a Woman'.Chapter
seven comprises six essays on the subject of being the `Life of the Party'. One of the more
interesting essays in this chapter is `Utterly Shameless' by Letitia Baldrige. Its focus is on how "a
rude person is often careless and unthinking but is usually too fast-moving to realise just how
much she or he has offended others" whereas shameless people "often know full well when
they're doing something mean-spirited or overly self-serving". Other distinctive essays are
`Speak Easy' and `Please Don't Interrupt'.Chapter eight, `They Also Serve', comprises five
essays. The essay I found the most interesting is `Give Me the Civil Life' by Anne Taylor Flaming.
It was about the decline of consideration and kindness people show those who service them on
a daily basis, such as cashiers at grocery stores, waiters in restaurants, and so on. Other
interesting essays are `A View from the Fridge' and `The Forgotten Groom'.The final chapter,
chapter nine comprises four essays written on the subject of `What Grace Does'. The essay that
most impressed me from this chapter is `When Daddy Was King' by Frank Langella, which was
about the relationship between a father and his daughter. I found it to be very touching, and I
appreciated it even more as a daughter who never had a father.Although the advice in this book
is presented in a good-humoured manner that doesn't mean it shouldn't be taken seriously.
These simple rules of etiquette are displayed in an amusing way that hopefully opens your eyes
to your everyday, easily correctable mistakes, and allows you to have a few good laughs on the
way.The colours used in the book's design compliment each other and the font is easy to read.
Every chapter page features an entertaining illustration by Chesley McLaren. The book's size is
just right to fit inside a small bag or purse, so that it's easily transportable so you can take it
anywhere you might find having a book useful. Each essay is about four pages long, told with an
insightful sense of humour that makes the reader feel a bit guilty and sometimes even a little
ashamed but also makes us laugh at ourselves whilst learning from our mistakes and how to
deal with other people who have yet to discover this treasure of a book.I highly recommend
'Town & Country's Social Graces' to anyone and everyone, not only for the clever advice, but for
the humour as well.”
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